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A Story of the Builders
of Democraey

Bim SAVES HARRY.

—_—

pals, — Bamwson and Bamh
Traylor, with thelr two ehildren.
Josinh and Betsey, travel by wagon
n the Jummer of s trom thelr
ma in Vergennes, Vi,
e8t, the land of plenty, ‘Thelr
dostination s the Country of the
nlummn. In Niinols. Al Niagars
lls they meet n party of immi-
ranla. among tham a youth named
ohn MeNall, who also decides 1o g0
to the Bangamon ccuau'l. All of
the party msuffer from fever and
n . Barah's minlstrations save
the life of a youth, Harry Neodles,
In the lnmt wiages of fever, and he
Recompanies the Traylors, They
reach New Salem, Ilinois, and are
welcomed by young Abe Lincoln
and others. Among the Traylors'
first acqualntances are Lincoln's
triends, Jnck Keolso and hin pretty
daughter Him, sixtoen years of age,
Bamson docides to locate at New
Balem, and raises his cabin, Led
by Jack Armmtrong, rowdies make
trouble, Lincoln thraslies Arm-
ltruni.{ Harry Neodles strikes
l'.l:g“ eXNoll, who threatens ven-

CHAPTER V—Continued,
il
Harry [elt the beauty of the scene
but saw and enjoyed more the face of
Bim Kelso ny he worked and planned
his own house—no enbln, but o man-
slon Ilke thnt of Judge Harper In the

wlllage near his old home. He had
filled every crevice In the rear wall
fnnd was working on the front when
he heard the thunder of running
horses and saw figurcs, dim In =
cloud of dust, fiying up the road
agnin. He thought of the thrent of
Bap McNoll, It eccurred to him that
he would be In 1 bad way nlone with
those ruffiuns If they were coming for
revenge. lle thought of running
toward the grove, which was a few
rodg from the rear door of the house,
and hiding there. He couldn't beur to
run, Bim and all the rest of them
would hear of It. So with the sickle
in his right kand he stood walting In-
Gitte the house and hoping they
wotldn't stop, They-rode up to the
door and dismounted quletly and hob-
Wled thelr horses. There were five of
them who crowded Into the cabin with
MeNoll in the lend,

“Now, you young rooster, vou're
goln' to git what's comin' to you," he
growled,

The boy faced them oravely and
warned them away with his slckle.
They were prepared for such emer-
gencles, One of them drew n bug of
bird shot from his pocket and horled
it ot Harry's head, It hit him full In
the face nnd he staggered agninst the
wall stunned by the blow, They
rashed upon the boy and disarmed
and bore him o the floor. For n littly
time he knew not what wes passing.
When he came to, his honds and feet
were tled and the men stood near
curslng nnd  laughing, while thelr
Jeader, MeNoll, wos drolning & boltle,
‘Buddenly he heard n volee trembling
with excltement and wet with tenrs
saylng : .

“You go 'way from here or I'll kil
you dead. Bo belp me God I'l kil
you. If one o' you touches hlm he's
goin' to dlet

He saw Bim Eelso at the window
with her gun leveled at the hend of
McNoll. Her fnce was red with anger,
Her eyes glowed. As he looked a tear
welled from one of them and tralled
down the searlet surface of her cheek,
MeNoll turned without a word and
walked sulklly out of the bnek door.
The others crowded after him. They
run as soon as they had got out of the
Wdoor, 8he left the window, In B mo-
ment the young men were galloping
away.

Bim came Into the house sobbing
with emotion but with her head erect,
iBhe stood her gun o a corner and
dnelt by the helpless hoy, He was
werying nlso. Her hnre fell upon his
face 88 she looked at the spot of deep
searlet color made by the shot bag.
She klgsed It and held her cheek
agrinst his and whispered: *Don't
iery. It's all over now. I'm golng to
cut these ropes.”

It wes us If she had known snd
loved him always. She was Mie o
young mother with her first chlid.
Tenderly she wiped hils tears away
with her blond, silken hair, She cut
his bonds and he rose and stdod be-
fore lier. Her face changed . Hke
magle.

“Oh what a fool I've been!™ she
exclalmed,

“Why 501" be nsked,

“I eried and | kissed you and we
nover hive been introdueed to each
other.”

ond with bent head went out of the
door,

*“I'N nevor forget that kiss as long
na 1 Uive,” snld the boy né he followad
her, “I'l pever forget your help or
your crying elthor”

“Uo nway from me—1 won't speak
to you,” she sald, “Go back te yoor
work. I'll stay here and keep wotch”

The returned to his tnsk polnt.
Ing up the Inside walls but his mind
and henrt were out In the sunlight
talking with Bim. Once he looked out
of the door andl saw Jser. leaning
ngnlnst the neck of the pony, her face
hidden In hia mane. When the sun
wne low she cume to the door and
sald:

“You had better stop mow and go
home." >

8he looked down at the ground and
ndided:

“Please, please, don't tell on me”

“Of course not,” he answered, “But
I hope you won't be afrald of me any
more.”

She looked up at him ‘with a lttle
smile, “Do you think I'm afrald of
you?" she osked as If It were too ab-
sird to be thought of. Bhe unhitched
and mounted her pony but did not go,

“l do wish you could maise & wmus-
tuche,” ahe sald, looking wistfully Into
hs face. "1 can't bear to see you
look go terribly young; you get worse
nnd worse every tlme I see you. |
want you to be a regular man right
qulck”™

He wondered whint he ought to say
and presently stammered: “I—I—in-
tend to, 1 guess I'm more of & man
than anybody would think to look at
me."

“You're ton young to ever fall In
fove, T reckon”™

“No, I'm not,” he answered with de
elslon,

“Have you got n razor?” she asked,

“No."

*I reckon it would be a powerful
help. Yom put sonp on your lip and
mow It off with a razor. My father
says It makes the gross grow.”

There was # moment of gllence dur-
ing which she brushed the mane of
her pony. Then she asked timidiy:
“Do you ltke yellow hair?”

“Yes, If 1t looks llke yours™

“If you don*t mind I'l put a mus-
thache on you just—just to look at
every time 1 think of you™
“When T think of you 1 put violets
In your hnle,” he sakd
He took n step townard her as he
spoke nnd ns he did so she started
her pony. A little way off she checked
Wm nnd sald:

“I'm sorry. There are no violels
no".l‘

She rode nway slowly waving her
hand and sloging with the joy of o
bird In the spPAngiime.

That evéning when Harry was help
Ing Sumson with the horsea he sald:
“I'm golng to tell you n secret, [
wish you wouldn't sny nnything about
"

Bamson stood pulling the halr out
of hig eard and looking very stern as
he listened while Harry told of the
nssault upon him and how Bl had
arrived and driven the rowdiea away
with her gun but he sald not a word
of her demonstrntion of tender sym-
pathy. To him, that had clothed the
whole adventure with n kind of
sanctity so that he could not bear to
have It tnlked nbout,

Samson's eyes glowed with anger.
They searched the fnee of the boy,
His volce was deep and solemn when
he sald:

“This 1s n serlons matter,
you wish to keep It n secret?

The boy blushed, For a moment he
knew not what to say. Then he
spoke: It aln't me so much—It's
her” he managed to say. “She
wouldn't want It to Le talked about
nnd 1 don't elther”

Samson began to understand. “She's
quite a girl, I guess.” he sald thought.
tully, “8he must have the nerve of n
mon—1 declare she must"

“Yeaslr-ee! They'd '8’ got hurt If
they hadn't gone awny, thot's sure”
snld Harry.

“We'll look out for them nfter this*
Snmson rejolned. “The first time 1
meet that man McNoll he'll have to
settio with me and he'll pay cash on
the puil"”

Bim, having heard of Harry's part
In Abe's fight und of the fact that he
was to be working nlone ull day at the
new house, had ridden out through
the woods to the open prairle and
hunted In aight of the new cabin that
afternoon. Unwilling to confess her
extreme Interest In the boy she Lnd
sald not o word of her brave anet, It
was not shame; It was pirtly a kind
‘of rebelllop agninst the tyranny of
youthiful ardor; It was partly the {ear
of ridicule.

8o It happened that the adventure
of Harry Needles mode searcely a rip-
ple on the seusitive surface of the vil.
lnge lfe It will be seen, however,
that it had started strong undereur-
rents llkely, In time, to make them-
selves felt.

The house and barn were finjahed,
whersupon Bamson and Harry drove
to Springfield—a muddy, erude and
growing village with thick woods on
‘Ita north slde—and bought furnityrs,
Thelr wagon was loaded and they
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were ready to start for home. They

n.' covered her ares with her halr | were walking on the maln srest when

socond Sameon's big

“Phis i Mr. McNoll, | belleve,” said
.'\ 4

1

- turned with = ll:ltvl
look. 1

monded.

Samson threw Lim to the ground
with a ‘#o strong and violent that
It rent the glecve fromn his shoulder,
McNall's esmponion, who had felt the
welght 6f Bamson's hand and bad had
enough of I, (urned and ran.

“What 46 yo want o' me? MeNoll
asked mgaln ps he struggled 16 froe
himself,

“What d6 1 wnnt o° you—you puny

lifted the bully to his feet and gave
him s (o8 gnd swung bim In the alr
and continved to sddreds him. “I'm
Just goln' to muss you up proper. Jt
you don't say you're sorry and mean
it 'l put n tow string on your neck
nnd glve you to some ong that wents
a dog""

“I'm worry,” snid MeNoll, “Honest
I omi I wasdrunk when I done IL"

Bamson relensed his prisoner. A
nuwber In the crowd which had gath.
ered around thdln clapped their hands
and shouted, “Hurrah for the
stranger ™

A constable took Suamesou's hand
and mald: “You deserve a vote of
thanks. That nnn and his friends
have made me more troubla than all
the rest of the drinking men put to-
gether,”

And 1 am moking trouble for my-
pelf,” snld Bamson. 1 have made my-
self ashomed. | om no fGghting man,
I was never In such n muss on a pub-
lig street before nnd with God's help
it will never happen again®

“Where do you lve?" the .officer
nsked,

“In New Balem."

“T wish It was here.
lke you”

Samson wrote in his dlary:

“On the way home my hesrt was
sore. | prayed In silence that God
would forgive me for my bad example
to the boy, 1 promised that 1 would
not aganln misuse (he strength He hias
given me. Tn my old home | wonld
have been dlagraced by i, The min.
Ister would have premched of the de-

We need men

-
“I'm Just Goln' te Musa You Up
™

struction that follows the violent mun
to put him down; the peoplo would
have looked nskamce ut me. Deacon
Somers would huve called mé aslde
to look Into my soul, and Judge
Grondy and his wife would not hnve
invited me to thelr parties. Here W's
different, A chup who ean (ake the
law In lils honds and bring the evil
man to his senses, even if he hoa to
kit him over the head, Is looked up to,
It'a o reckless ¢ountry, You feel It as
soon ns you gel here. o thne, | fear,
I sholl he ns headlong ns the rest of
them, Sowe wuy the news of my act
has got here from Springfield. Sarab
was kind of cut wp. Jiuck Kelso has
plcknamed mwe “The man with the jron
arms,' and Abe, Who is a better maun
every way, lnughs ot my embarrass.
ment and says [ onght to feel honoredl.
For one thing Jack Armstrong bas
become n good Cltizen. His wife hoa
foxed n poir of hrecches for Aba
They sny McNoll has left the country,
There hns been mo devliry hera since
‘that day. | guess the geog Is broken
up—too much iron'ln Its woy*

Sarah enjoyed fixing wp the eabin,
Jack Kelso had given her some deer
and buffalo aking to loy on the foom.
The upper roomy raachiod by » stick
ladder, Fad lis two beds, one of which
Hary occupled. The children slept
below In n t e bed that was
pushed under the Inrger one whoen

wai made up a thes moring.
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long that the Imagination of the tall
is wure to fail short If the cloth don't,
Next time I'll hove ‘em ma mens-
ure with g ten-foot pole Instead of
yardstick, ' If they're too long I ea
roll ‘em up and let out a Hnk or ‘we
when they ghrink, Ever sluce [ was a
boy 1 have been troubled with shrink-
Ing pants™

Abe wore a blue swallow-tall conj
with brass buttons, the talls of which
were so short as to be well above the
danger of pressure when he sot down,
His cowhide shoes had been well
binckened ; the biue yarn of his socks
showed above them, *“These darned
wocks of mine are rather proud and
concelted,” he used to may. “They
like to show oft"

He wore a shirt of white, un
bleaclied cotton, & starched collar tnd
binek tle,

In spenking of his collar to Samson,
he snld that be felt ke a wild horse
in a box stall,

Mentor Granhnm, the schoolmaster,
wins there—n smooth-faced man with
n large head, sundy halr and’ & smal
mustache, who spoke by uote, as It
were, Keiso enlled him the greal
artlculator and sald that he waiked
In the valley of the shadow of Lindley
Murray, He secmed to keep o watch-
ful eye on his words, as f they were
a lot of schooll not to be trosted.
Théy eame’o ith & kind »f self:
conmclous rectitnde,

The children's games had begun
and the lttfe house rang with thelr
songs and lsughter, while thelr elders
a1l by the fire and along the walls
tnlking. Ann Rutledge nud Blin Kelso
and Harry Needles and John McNell
pluyed with them. In one of the
dances all  jJoined In asinging the
verses;

1 won't have hone o yer weevily wheat,

1 won't have none ¢ yar barley;

I won't have none o' yer mur'wm
To make a cnke for Chariey,

Uharloy ta & fine young man,
Cnarley I8 a dandy,

Charley llkes to kiss the n
Whatever It comos

When a victm was caught In the
fiying serimmage at the end of a pas
suge In the game of Prisonors, he or
she wns brought before t(hs blind-
folded Judge:

“Heavy, heavy hangs over your
hend,” sald the constable,

“Fine or superfine? the judge In-
quired.

“Filoe,” sald the constable, which
mennt
Then the seutence was probounced
and generally It was this; i

“Go bow to the wittiest, kneel to

the prettiest and kiss the one that you
love best."

Haorry wes the firsf prisoner. He
went stralght to Bim Kelso and bowed
and knelt, and when be had risen she
turned and ran like a scared deer

around the chalre and the crowd of
onlookers, some assisting and some
checking her flight, before the nimble
youth, Hard pressed, she ran out of
the open door, with & merry laugh,
und just beyond the stops’ Harry
enught and kissed her, and har cheeks

had the color of voses when he led
her back,
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Nelt—"Is it reaily frue that you're
going to divores Bob¥" Bella—"Yea,
Ve tired of being nlone™

Life is mennured nof by its yoars
but by 1ts enthusinems, s s
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